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EARLY  RECOLLECTIONS  AGAIN

MY own earliest recollection of father is con-
nected with a Christmas morning of long ago. I
was three and he was therefore thirty-one, already
with five children to his credit. The " Father
Christmas" legend was strong in our house and
none of the children were supposed to wake until
well into Christmas morning. But long before day-
light excitement had wakened me up, and out from
the bedclothes came a guilty hand and arm to see
what Father Christmas had brought for me.

The first thrill was the feel of the stocking itself
packed with things of various shapes and sizes.
Even in the darkness the apple and orange were
fairly obvious and a little disappointing.

The little hard objects of various shapes and sizes
were mysterious at first but not for long. They were
mere nuts and also disappointing. Then the plastic
and messy sugared fig came under notice and lastly
a real mystery protruding from the open end of
the stocking. It was hard, bony, hairy and sinister.
In the darkness I brought it close to my face for
inspection, when suddenly something horrible
snatched at my nose and then at my chin.
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